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Rev. T. De

continues to enjoy the

in this pleasant place. His ser-
mon for to-day was en the text: “We can
pot, until all the flocks be gathered to-
gether, and till they roll the stone from
the well's mouth; then we water the
"—Genesis xxix.,, 8. A scene In

beautifully pastoral. A
well of water of great value in that region.
The flelds around about in white with
three flocks of sheep lying down waiting
for the watering. I hear their bleating
coming on the bright air, and the laughter
of young men and maidens indulging in
rustic repartee. I look off and I see other
flocks of sheep coming. Meanwhile Jacob,
a stranger, on the interesting errand of
looking for a wife, comes to the well. A
beautiful shepherdess comes to the same
well. Isee her approaching, followed by
her father's flock of sheep. It was
& memorable meeting. Jacob married
that shepherdess. The  Bible ac-
count of it (s: ‘“Jacob kissed
Rachel, and lifted up his voice and wept.”
It has always been a mystery to me what
he found to ery about. But before that
scepe occurred Jacob accosts the shep-
herds and asks them why they postpone
the siaking of the thirst of these sheep,
and why they did not immediately pro-
ceed to water them. The shepherds reply
to the effect: “We are all good neighbors,
and as a matter of courtesy we wait until
all the sbeep of the neighborhood come up,
Besides that, this stone on the well's
mouth is somewhat heavy, and several of
us take hold of it and push it aside, and
then the buckets and the troughs are
filled, and the sheep are satisfied, “We can
not, until all the flocks aro gathered to-
gother and till they roll thestone from the
well's mouth; then we water the sheep.”

Ol, this is a thirsty world! Hot for the
head, and blistering for the feet, and
parching for the tongue,

The world's great want is acool, refresh-
ing, satisfying draught. We wander
around and find the cistern empty. Long
and tedious drought has dried up the
world's fountains, but nearly nineteen
conturies ago a Shepherd, with a crook in
the shapo of & orvss, and feot cut to bleed
ing, explorod the desert passages of this
world, and one day came noross a well a
thousand feet deep, bubbling and bright
and opalescent, and looked to the north
and the south and the eastand west, and
cried out with a volce strong and musical
that rang through the ages: “Ho, every
one that thirsteth, come ye to tha waters "

Now a great flock of sheop to-day gather
around this Gospel well. There are a great
many thirsty souls. I wonder why the
flocks of all nations do not gauther—why
#0 many stay thirsty ; and while I am won-
dering about it my text breaks forth in
the explanation saying: “We can not, un-
til all the flocks be gathered together, and
till they roll the stwone from the well's
mouth; then we water the shoep.”

If o herd of swine como to a well they
angrily jostle each other for the preced-
enco; if a drove of cattle come to a well
they hook each other back from the water
but when a flock of sheep come, though a
hundred of them shall be disappointed,
they ouly express it by sad bleating: they
como together peacefully. We want a
great multitude to come around the Gospel
well. 1 know there are those who Jdo not

ike a crowd—they think a crowd is vul-
gar. If they are oppressed for room in
church it makes them possibly impatient
and belligerent. Wo have had poople per-
manently leave our church because so
many other people come to it. Not
sodid these Oriontal shepherds. They
waited until all the flocks were
gathered, and the more flocks that
came the better they liked it. Aud
80 we ought to be anxious that all the peo-
ple should come. Go out into the high-
ways and the hedges and compel them to
come in. Go to the rich and tell them they
are indigent without the Gospel of Jesus,
(o to the poor and tell them the affluence
there is in Christ. Go to the blind and
tell them of the touch that gives eternal
fllumination. Go to the lame and tell them
of the joy that will make the lame man
leap like a hart. Gather all the sheep off
of all of the mountains. None so torn of
the dogs, none so sick, none so worried,
none so dying as to be omitted. Why
not gather a great flock! All Brook-
lyn is a flock; all New York is a flock;
all London is a flock; all the world
48 a flock. This well of the Gospel
is deep enough to put out the burning
‘thirst of the twelve hundred million of the
ruce, Do not let the Church, by a spirit of
oxclusiveness, keep the world out. Let
down all the bars, swing open all the
gales, scatter all the invitations: **Whoso-
ever will, let him come.” Come, white
and black. Come, red mon of the forost.
Come, Laplander, out of the snow. Come,
Patagonian, out of the heat. Come in furs.
panting under palm leaves. Come
Well of Masepotamis Jeoon sad Hackel
mia Jacob a
betrothed, so this mworning at this
salvation, Christ our Bhepherd
meet you coming up with your long
and Ho will
out His hand in plodge of his affec-
all Heaven will ory out: “He.

Bridegroom cometh; go yo oul o
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silver salver. Not so many publicans and
sinners. You want 10 get to but it
must n‘h & special car, with
your on a Turkish otto-
man and & band of music on
board the train. You do not be in
company with rustiec Jacob and he

water of eternal life in any way, and at
any hand, and in any kind of s pitcher,
“Oh, Lord Jesus, I am dying
of thirst. Give me the water of eternal
life, whether in trough or goblet; give me
the water of life; I care not in what it
comeés to me."” Away with all hind.
rances of pride from the well's mouth,

Here is another man who is kept back
from this water of life by the stone of an
obdurate heart, which lies over the mouth
of the well. You have no more feeling on
this subject than if God had yet to do you
the first kindneas, or you had to do God
the first wrong. Beated on his lap all
these years, His everlasting arms shelter-
ing you, where is your gratitude! Where
is your morning and evening prayer!
Where are your consecrated lives! 1 say
to you as Danwl said to Belshazzar: *““The
God in whose hand thy breath is, and all
thy way, thou hast not glorified.” If you
treated any body as bad as you have
treated God you would have made
five hundred apologies—yea, your
whole life would have been an
apology. Threa times a day you have
been seated at God’s table. Spring, sum-
mer, autumn and winter Ha has appropri-
ately appareled you. Your health from
Him; your companion from Him; yourchil-
dren from Him; your home from Him: all
the bright surroundings of your life
through Him. O, man, what dost thou
with that hard heart? Canst thou not feel
one throb of gratitude toward the God that
made you, and the Christ who came to re-
deem yon, and the Holy Ghost who has
been all these years importuning you?! If
you will sit down five minutes under the
tree of a Saviour's martyrdom and feel His
warm life trickling on vour torehead and
cheek and hands, methinks yvou would got
some appreciation of what you owe to a
crucitied Jesus,
“Heart of stone, relent, relent,

Touched by Jesus' cross subdued;
See his body, mangled, rent.

Covered with a gore of blood,
Sinful soul, what hast thon done?
Crucified the eternal Son.'”

Jacob, with a good deal of tug and push,

took the stone from the well's mouth, so

that the flocks might be watered., And |

would that this morning my word, by the

blessing of God, might remember the hin.

dranves to your getting up to the Gospel

well. Yea, I take it for granted that the

work is done, and now, like Oriental shep-

herds, I proceed to water the sheep.

Come, all ye thirsty! You have an un-

defined longing in your soul. You tried

money-making; that did not satisfy you.

You tried office under Government; that

did not satisfy you. You tried pictures

and sculptures; but works of art did not

satisfy you. Youw are as much diseon-

tented with thls life as the celebrated

French author, whe felt that he could not

any longer endure the misfortunes of the

world, and who saud: *“At four o'clock

this afternoon 1 shall put an end to my

own existence. Meanwhile, 1 must tail

on up to that time for the sustenance

of my family. And ha wrote on his

book until the clock struck four, when he

folded up his manuseript and, by his own

hand, concluded his earthly life. There

are men in this house who are per-

fectly discontented. Unhappy in the past,

unhappy to-day, to be unhappy forever,

unless you come to this Gospel well. This

satisfies the soul with a high, deep, all-

absorbing and eternal satisfaction. It
comes, and it offers the most unfortunate

man so much of this world as is best for

him, and throws all Heaven into the bar-

gain. The wealth of Croapsns, and of all
the Btewarts, and all the Barings, and all

the Rothschilds is only a poor, miserable
shilling compared with the eternal for-
tanes that Christ offers you to-day. In

the far Kast there was a King who used
once & year to geton a scales, while on the
other side of the scales were placed gold,
and silver, and gems; indeed, enough

wero placed there to balance the King:
then, atthe closa of the weighing, all
those treasures were thrown among the
populace. But Christ to-day steps on
one side the scales, and on the
other side are all the treasures of
the universe, and He gays: “All
are yours—all height, all depth, all length.
all breadth, all eternity; all are yours.”
Wedon't appreciate the promises of the
Gospel. When an aged clergyman was
dying—a man very eminent in the Church
—a young theological student stood by his
side, and the aged man looked up and said
to him: “Can’t you give me some comflort
in my dying hour{" *“No," said the young
man; “I can’t talk to you on this subject;
you know all about it, and have known it
so0 long." “Waell,” said the dying man,
“just recite to me some promises.’ The
young man thought a moment, and he came
to this promise: “The blood of Jesus
Christ cloanseth from all sin;" and the old
man clapped his bunds, and in his dying
momont said: “That's just the promise I
have been walting for. “T'he blood of Jesus
Christ cloanseth from all sin. Oh, the
warmth, the grandeur, the magnificence
of the promises!

Come, also, to this Gospel well, all yo
troubled, 1do not suppose you have os.
oaped, Compare your view of this life at
fifteen years of age with what your view
of it i wt forty, orsixty, or seventy, What

B sontrast of opluion! Wera you
then, or are you right now! Two
vups placed in your the one & aweet

oup, the other » sour cup. A eup ol
uuuau . Which bhas beoun

noarest A Mu&:’turﬂﬁ'
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what it o Oove “:r:m
| e sy iprovomonty asd you wesi o0

™ e pleasure exoursion, sod you ras
Isughiogly up the mound, and you
critiotsed in a light way the epitaph.
But wsince the day when you heard
the bell toll at the gate when you went in
with the procession it is a sad place,
and there is a flood of rushing memories
that suffuse the eye and overmaster the
heart. Oh, you have had trouble, trouble,
trouble. God only knows how much you
have had, It is a wonder you have been
able to live through it. It is a wonder
your nervous system luas not been shat-
tered, and your brain has not reeled,
Trouble, trouble, If I could gather all the
griefs, of ail sorts, from this great audi-
euce, and could put them in one scroll,
neither man nor angel could endure the
recitation. Well, what do you want!
m:ld you like to have your property

againt  “No,” you say, as
a Christian man, *“I was becom-
ing arrogant, and I think that

is why the Lord took it away. I don't
want to have my property back." Well,
would you have your departed friends
back again? “No,"” you say, *I couldn’t
take the responsibility of bringing them
from a tearless realm to a realm of tears,
Icouldn't doit.” Well, then, whatdo you
want! A thousand voices in the audience
ery out: “Comfort, give us comfort." For
that reason I have rolled away the stone
from the well's mouth. Come, all ye
wounded of the flock, pursued of the
wolves, come to the fountain where the
Lord’s sick and bereft ones have come.

“Ah,' says some one, “you are notold
enough to understand my sorrows. You
have not been in the world as longasl
have, and you can’t talk to me about my
misfortunes in the time of old age.”
Well, I may not have lived as loag as you,
but I have been a great deal amongold
people, and I know how they feecl about
their failing health, and about their de-
parted friends, and about the lonliness
that sometimes strikes through their
souls. After two persons have lived to-
gether for forty or fifty years, and one of
them is takem away, what desolation!
Ishall not forget the cry of the late
Rev, Dr. De Witt, of New York,
when he stood by the open grave
of his beloved wife, and, after the
obsequies had ended, he looked down into
the open place and said: “Farewell, my
honored, faithful and beloved wife. The
bond that bound us is severed. 7Thou art
in glory, and I am here onearth. We
shall meet again. Farewell! Farewell!™
To lean on a prop for fifty years, and then
have it break under you! There were only
two years' difference between the death
of my father and mother. Alter my
mother's deceaso my father used to go
around as though looking for something.
He would often get up from one room,
without any seeming reason, and go to
another room, and then he would take his
cane and start out, and some one would
say: “Father, where are you going?’ and
he would answer: *“ldon't know exactly
where l am going.” Always looking for
something, Though he was a tender-
hearted man, I never saw him cry but
once, and that was at the burial of my
mother. After sixty years’ living together
it was hard to part. And there are aged
peuple to-day who are feeling just such a
pang as that. 1 want to tell them there is
perfect cuchantment in the promises of
this Gospel; and I come to them and offer
them my arm, or I take their arm
and | bring them to this
Gospel well. 8it down, father or mother,
sit down. See if there is any thing at the
well for vou. Come, David, the Psalmist,
have vou any thing encouraging to offer
them!" *Yes,” says the Psalmist, **‘they
shall still bring forth fruitin old age; they
shall be fat and flourishing, to show that
the Lord is upright. He is my rock, and
there is nounrighteousness in me.' " Come,
Isaiah, have you any thing to say out of
your prophesies for these aged peoplet
“Yes,"says Isaiah; “‘Down to old age
I am with thee, and to hoary hairs will
I earry thee.” Well, if the Lord is going
to carry you, youought not to worry much
about your failing evesight and failing
limbs, You get a little worried for fear
some time vou will come to want, do you!
Your children and grandchildren some-
times speak a little sharp at you because
of your ailments. The Lord will not speak
sharp. Do you think you will come to want?
Who do you think the Lord is?! Are His
graneries empty? Will He feed the raven,
and the rabbit, and the lion in the desert,
and forget you! Why, naturalists tell us
that the porpoise will not forget its
wounded and sick mate. And do you sup-
pose the Lord of Heaven and earth has
not as much sympathy as the fish of the
sea! But you say: “I am so near worn
out, and I am of no use to God any more.”
I think the Lord knows whether you are
of auy more use or not; if you were of no
more use he would have taken you before
this. Do you think God has forgotten you
because He has taken care of you seventy
or eighty yearsi He thinks more of you
to-day than He ever did, because you
think more of Him. May the God of Abra-
ham and Isaac and Jacob anl Paul the
aged be your God forever.

But 1 gather all the promises to-day in a
group, and I ask the shepherds to drive
their flocks of lambs and sheep up to the
sparkling supply. *“Behold, happy i1s the
man whom God correctoth.” *“*Though He
cause grief, yet will He have compassion.”
“Many are the aflictions of the rightecus,
but the Lord delivereth him out of them
alll" “Weeping may endure for u night,
but joy comoth in the morning.” 1am de-
termined this morning that no one shall
go out of this house uncomforted. Yonder
Is & timid and shrinking soul who seoms
to hide away from the consolations 1 am
uttering, as & child with a sore hand
hides away from the physiclan lest he
touch the woumnd too roughly, and the
mother has w0 go and compel the
Hitle  patient 0 come out  and
a0  the physician, Bo 1 come
1o your timid and shrinking soul today,
sud compel you w0 come oul In the pros.
once of l;am Physielan.  Ho will not
hurt you. He has been healin g wounds

oplum to get rid of his troubles. Charles
Lamb took te punch. Theodore Hook took to
something stronger. Edwin Forrest took
to theatrical dissipation. And men have
run all around the eurth, hoping inthe
quick transit to get away from their mis-
fortunes. 1t has been a dead failure,
There is only one well that can slake the
tharst of an afflicted spirit, and thatis
the deep and inexhaustible well of the
Gospel.

But some one says to the audience: Not-
withstanding all you have said this morn-
ing 1 find no alleviation for my troubles.”
Well, I am not through yet. I have left
the most potent consideration for the last,
I am going to soothe you with the thought
of Heaven. However talkative we may be,
there will come a time when the stoutest
snd most emphatic interrogation will
evoke from us no answer. As soon as we
have closed our lips for the final
silence no power on earth can break
that taciturnity. But where, oh Christian,
will be your spiriti In a scene of in-
finite gladness, The spring morning of
Heaven waving its blossoms in the bright
air. Vietors fresh from battle showing
their scars. The rain of earthly sorrow
struck through with the rainbow of etern-
al joy. In one group God and angels and
the redeemed—Paul and Silas, Latimer
and Ridley, Isaiah and Jeremiah, Payson
and John Milton, Gabriel and Michael,
the archangel. Long line of choristers
reaching across the hills. Seas of joy
dashing to the white beach. Conquerors
marching from gate to gate. You among
them,

Oh, what a great flock of sheep God will
gather around the celestial well. No stone
on the well's mouth while the Shepherd
waters the sheep. There Jacob will rec-
ognize Rachel,the shepherdess. And stand-
ing on one side of the well of eter.
nal rapture, your children; and standing
on the other side of eternal rapture, vour
Christian ancestry, you will be bounded
on all sides by a joy so keen and grand
that no other world has ever been even
permitted to experience it. Out of
that one deep well of Heaven, the Shep-
herd will dip reunion for the bereaved,
wealth for the poor, health for the sick,
rest for the weary., And then all the tlock
of the Lord's sheep will lie down in the
green pastures, and world without end
will praise the Lord that on this summer
Sabbath morning we were permitted to
study the story of Jacob and Rachel, the
shepherdess at the well in Mesopotamia,
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AGREEABLE PEOPLE.

Men and Womoem Who Are
Guests In Every Circle,

We all meaan to be agreeable, but most of
us do not got any further than the inten-
tion. Soma people are naturally of amis-
bla dispositions, and it comas very easy for
them to be agreeable, but the majority
have not dispositions of this kind, and to
these people it is somewhat more difficult,
Agrecable people are always vary pleasant
peoplo to meet. Wo always foel at our
ease with them, We baven't the least fear
of their commenting on every slight mis-
take that we may make. They ure always
a8 welcome addition to any assembly, and
their company is always in great demand.
We never hesitate to ask a favor from
them, for we are confidant that, if in their
power, they will certainly grant it. It
may be at & great deal of inconvenience to
themsaslves, but that dossn't matter, for
such people very rarely think of self
Thair thoughtfulness for others and their
forgetfulness of self are their chief charns.
They are always studying every body’'s
comfort, and are ready st any moment to
do just what a perseun most wants done,
These people are never flutterers. We
would very soon weary of them if they
were, for an incessant flutterer 1s of all
things the most wearisome. Nor do they
tell us disagreeablo truths under the guise
of being called honest,

“Oh," says some of thess would-be hon-
est people, “1 always say what I think; I
am perfectly outspoken; I don't believe in
thinking one thing and saying another; I |
believe in being honestk” It never occurs
to them that what they term honesty muy
appear, and very often is, downright rude-
ness. They really haven’t the least inten-
tion of being rude; they genorally mean
well and believe they are honest in saying
just what they think. They have not the
least idea that they annoy anyboly by
their sceming honesty. They are, as a
rule, thoughtless people, who believe that
il they are not outspoken, they may be
callod decoitful, which, %o be sure, they
never are. Whatever else these people
may be they are not hy pocrites in any sense
of the word; thoy are very good people in
their way, nevertheless they are seldom
agreeable. When they attend agathering
at the house of a friend, they are very apt
to speak right out whutever is iu their
minds, and frequently offend some one by
theirthoughtiessness. The hostess I8 sc'-
dom at easo while a guest of this kind is in
the house. Bhe is always afraid of some-
thing unpleasant happening.

Frequently a woman says: “1 do like
Mrs. B——, she Iis so outspoken; I
shouldn't have dared t¢ say what she Jdid
to Mrs. K, yet I'm glad somebody told her
her ownl; it was the truth, anyhow."" Bhe
cultivates Mra. B——'s8 acquaintance, and
in & very short while is treated to a dose of
the same kind of medicine as that admin-
isterod to Mrs. K-—— Bho very soon
comes to the conclusion that Mrs, B——ia
not as pleasant a companion as she could
wish, and It does not take a long time to
convince her thatoutspoken people are not
always the most agreeable onesa

Agreocable people are not as plentiful as
they should be, and the more we bave of
them the better. They are always the
right people ia the right placa. Always
ready and willing to help any and every
body that desire their aid. Thoroughly un.
salfish, cholr whole thought appears to ba
for tho comfort of others. —Bosion Budyd,

nee— A A —

Dox'r think that the world Is coming to
s ond because somebody you balievad la
Lhus taliied or acted foolishly., Tuers is
nothing so solid In this world as simple
truth. Men way wreck themselves in thi
way, but tho sruth is as strong s its Au
thor. Disccuragement is anelber puins
for Doubh —CArutian ddvocals
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PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

—Mrs. Ellen Wood, the authoress
left personal estate to the value of
£36,000 In her case novel writing
paid.

—George R Sims w said to have
contributed to the columns of almost

every important periodical in En-
gland.
—Audubon's original and finely

hand-colored illustrated work sold in
folio at one thousand dollars a volume,
and is now rare and valuable.

—A fresh manuscript of the “Imita-
tion of Christ” has been found in the
Cologne City Library. It is a Low
German translation in verse—the old-
est translation of the book yet known,
and gives the date 1434 as the origin of
the “Imitation."

—Louis XIV., traveling, met a priest
riding in great haste, Ordering him
to stop, the King excitedly inquired:'
“Whence? whither? for what?"’ He
answered: “Burges — Paris —a bene-
fice.” **You shall have it,"" said the
monarch, delighted with his concise-
Hess,

—General Sherman told the cadets,
at West Point that advice is the cheap-
est thing going, and that there was
something of the humorous in seeing
sixty-four young men about to énter!
life thinking that they knew all things.
*But there are many lessons taught
here of which the world hears nothing.
‘Erect! Silence!'—these are the les-
sons that are never taught in our uni-
versities." —Huarper's Weekly.

—In Parisg, Oxford County, Me., is a
copy of the will of Artemus Ward.
Paria is the birthplace of Hannibal
Hamlin. Artemus Ward was a com-
positor on the county paper, the Oxford
Observer. His will directed that his
body be buried at Waterford, about
ten miles from Paris.  After making a
few bequests he gave the balance of
his property to found a home for worn-
out printers, Horace Greeley to be sole
trustee,  As there was no balance the
home was never established.

—Charles 1L asked Bishop Stilling.
fleet how it happened that he preached
in general without notes, but always
read the sermons he delivered before
the court.  The Bishopreplied that the
awe of seeing before him so great and
wise a Prince made him afraid to trust
himself.  “But will your Majesty,”
continued he, *“*permit me to ask you a
question?  Why do you read your
speeches to Parliament?*  “Why, doc-
tor, I'll tell you very candidly. I have
asked them so often for money that
I'm ashamed to look them in the face.”
—Drake's Travellers’ Magazine.
e —

HUMOROUS.

—Summer Boanler—*1 have heard
that silk tassels grow on your corn?"
Farmer—*Yes, Miss; regular gros-
grain silk it is. too."'—Lowell Cilizen.

—Charlie—~*Mamma, how long is
Aunt Adelaide going to visit us?
Mamma—*1 don’: know, my son; as
long as she chooses, of course.”
Charlie—* Wall, won't we get very
tived ?""—Harper's Bazar,

—Take a Good Deal Loss. —

*Look at this watch for twenty dollars!™

The placurd in the window read.
A tramp stared fo and sald:

“A funny offer! Why, sukes alive,

I'tl look au it all day for five!™
—Harper's Bazar,

—*“Do you call this a band of picked
musicians?" said a hotel manager te
the leader of a summer bamd.  *“Ach!
dot vos so, 1 bick 'em minesellef,” re-
plied the bandmaster. ¢ Well, then,
you picked them before they were
vipe."' —Christian Union.

—Mprsa, Dashaway—*1 am to be mar-
ried to-morrow evening, and I want a
floral bell to hang in the drawings
room. Make it just like the two you
sent me for as many previous wed-
dings.” Florist—*How would a chests
unut bell in tea roses answer?'— Jezas
Siftings.

' —DLady Patient—*TI've got a terribly
tired feeling, doctor.”  Doctor—*Put
out your tongue,” Lady's Husband—
“Oh, it ain't her tongue that's tired,
doctor.” Doctor (sternly)—*'Sir, your
information is superfluous; I am a mar-
ried man mysell.”" —Burlington Hawk-
Leye.

' —A Misunderstanding — “I  say,
stranger,” whispered a Western man,
{who had strayed in an up-town theater
ywhers the play of “Romeo and Juliet”
rwas going on. I can't make head
nor tail of this thing. What's the
yname of the play, anyhow?" “Romco
vand Juliet.”™  *Well, if I'd known
that,"" said the disgusted Wosterner, **[
‘wouldn’t have eome in. I understood
the feller at the door to say it was
!:snlllt'lllillg about Omaha and Joliet,"' —
VL.

Henry (softly) —“Florence, do you
think you eould leave your happy
home and loving friends and go into
the far West with a worthy young man
who has no wealth save his profession?
(A pause.)  P'm waiting, Floerie "
Florence (tenderly)—*Yes, Henry, 1
think I eoubl™ Henry, (with a 1 ol
rellef)—*Well, 'm right glad o
Lm; say that. You see my friend Joo

guing West, and wants to
so 'l just mention your case 1o hiw,




